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Drowning in the Darkness 


The earpiece of his radio crackled. 
"David?" a disembodied voice softly said. 
"Mmmm?" he quietly replied. 

"SB's back" 


David leaned back a little and looked up at the display of shiny CD's that dangled above his head. In them, he 
could see brief flickers of the store as they shifted in the ever-so-slight breeze of the air conditioning. As a 
copy of Guns N' Roses Chinese Democracy slowly rotated, David caught sight of the person in question and let 
out a low groan. There, making his way through the racks of vinyl and CDs, was a man dressed from head to 
foot in black. Long, dark hair fell around his shoulders and David knew, from experience, that the man had the 


beard and eyes to match. 


The customers had nicknames. Smelly Old Bastard was the homeless guy who came in to hustle change. 
Peroxide Bitch was the skinny woman who spent more time hitting on the staff - both male and female - than 


she did buying records. Rumour had it she was a hooker and David swore he'd seen her on Hollywood 
Boulevard. Slimeball - or SB to the staff - was the one who not only dropped several thousand dollars per visit 
but also made sure to have David as his personal shopper. Everyone knew him, not just because of his 
shopping habits, but because his Grammy-winning band resided in the local area. Known for being a rice guy, 
his insistence on trailing behind David annoyed everyone. And, for reasons only known to management, the guy 


seemed to know when David was on shift. 


David looked at his cart filled with vintage vinyl and sighed. There was no running upstairs to sort shirts back 
in to alphabetical order (and then into size order if the man was still in the store). Picking up an original 
pressing of the Beatles Yellow Submarine, David carefully placed it in its slot and lowered his head. The only 
way he'd get anything done was to pretend that his "favourite" customer wasn't in the store. 


Looking at the next box of records, David gripped the handle of the cart and moved towards the metal section. 
He felt like bait on the end of a hook, wriggling and squirming in order to bring in the store's highest paying 
customers. How the man knew when David was in was anyone's guess and the rumours were rampant that he 


gave the managers kickbacks to have David's weekly schedule. 


David had moved to the area a year before. He'd intended to go to the Musician's Institute but the costs had 
been more than he'd estimated. Instead he worked five nights a week at the record store, stocking and serving 
and generally being rice to customers. His young, nubile body, wide, innocent eyes and thick waves of honey 

coloured hair had brought him attention he wasn't sure he wanted. He was twenty years old and already more 


street wise than he particularly wanted to be. 
"David?" the man's voice was soft and warm. 


David felt himself stiffen at it, his shoulders squaring and back straightening. As much as he loathed his time 
as Dave Grohl's personal shopper, that voice did funny things to him. The hundred dollar tips didn't hurt, 
either. Plastering on a smile, he turned and looked up into dark eyes that were touched with something David 


didn't entirely recognise. He received a warm smile in return, Dave's head cocked to one side like a curious 


puppy. 
"Evening, Dave," he said. "What are you looking for tonight?" 


David was acutely aware of those dark eyes sweeping over him. They took in his tight, ripped jeans and the 
slightly-too-big Metallica shirt. His freshly washed hair fanned around his shoulders, his bangs falling in to his 
eyes. 


The dark haired man shrugged. "I don't know. What have you been listening to this week?" 


Closing his eyes, David took a deep breath. What had he been listening to? "There's this new band," he began. 
"They're from San Diego. Bloody Bones is the name they go under. They've just released an EP. Been getting a 


lot of airplay on some of the heavier stations." 


He could hear the smile as Dave spoke again. "Show me." 


The one redeeming part of helping Dave pick out records was that Dave, thankfully, had a taste in music. For 
someone whose songs regularly climbed the popular music charts, his taste swung more to the heavier bands. 
Which was how David had wound up with him. That One Night in LA was what David had called it, the night 
when Dave had spotted the younger man's Slayer shirt and homed in like a plane coming in to land. For two 
hours, he followed David from one end of the store to the other, bugging him for suggestions before giving his 
own. At the end of it, Dave had left with a stack of records but not before giving David a handful of money 
and the offer of a drink. David had turned him down. Even now, nine months later, he could still see the hurt 


that had struck Dave's face. 


Despite his obvious love of heavy metal, the people who listened to it had shunned Dave. This was a man who, 
like a presidential candidate, had systematically gone after every demographic of the music listening population 
Yet the one he wanted to be a part of, the people who he felt were his kindred spirits, were the ones who 
pushed him to one side. They ignored and ridiculed him and, even though Dave had told David he didn't care, 
David could still see the pain that lingered in the other man's eyes. To David, Dave was desperately lonely and, 
as much as he loathed their weekly meetings, David knew he had to be a spark of happiness in the other man's 


life. 


Taking the lead, David walked them among the racks of CDs and vinyl to the section he'd been making for 
before he'd been stopped. The store was one of the biggest in the area with merchandise spread over several 


levels. They were always busy and, even as they were closing at midnight, people would be trying to shop. 


Almost without looking, David reached into a sheaf of CDs and pulled out a cardboard cover. The cover was 


adorned with a blood splattered image, the lettering harsh and spiky. He handed it over to Dave. 
"This is their EP. Five tracks, all of them solid songs." Reaching for the end of the row, David picked up a 
garish green flyer with a badly photocopied image. "They're doing a show next week at the Whisky. Maybe go 


and check them out?" 


The older man took it and David paused to study his face. Lines curled from his eyes and mouth and there 
was a sprinkling of grey in his beard and hair. 


There was a glimmer of happiness dancing through Dave's eyes as he looked up. "Thanks. Anything else?" 
“There is one thing." 

Taking a few steps to the right, David knelt down. Beneath every rack were locked cabinets. It was where they 
kept surplus stock or reserved items. Taking a bunch of keys from his pocket, he opened the door and reached 
for the back. His fingers closed around a plastic cover and he carefully pulled out an LP. He checked the note 


he'd attached to it before tearing it off and holding it out to Dave. 


"I found this last week," he softly said. "Mint condition, original pressing ITTI pressing. Didn't know if you had it 


or not." 

Sitting on the floor, David watched as Dave's expression changed to one of extreme sadness. His dark eyes 
studied the familiar black cover as the sadness slowly changed to a gentle happiness. He was a little surprised 
when Dave hugged the record close. 

"No," Dave quietly replied. "No, | don't have this one. Thanks for thinking of me." 

David nodded and smiled softly. "You're welcome. That's what we're here for." 

Getting to his feet, he took in the Motorhead record that Dave cradled like a baby. He couldn't imagine losing 
someone so close to him. Someone who you'd built a relationship with and who you loved as though they were 
your own blood. 


"Anything else | can help you with?" David asked. 


Dave just shook his head, his gaze somewhere near the back wall. Other shoppers milled around them yet, 
instead of stopping to bug Dave for his autograph, they just went about their days. 


He walked Dave to the cash register and, once the line had died down, rang up the two items. For once, it was 
a small shop for the great Dave Grohl. David was used to spending the best part of half an hour going 
through the various bits and pieces that the singer picked up. Normally they'd chat about them, David 


recommending shows to go with them. Whether Dave went or not was none of his business. 


Handing the bag over, David gave him a small smile. The loneliness had returned to Dave's eyes and David felt 
the pang of guilt return. 


"Hey," he softly began "Do you remember you invited me out for a drink?" 

In a heartbeat, Dave lost the slight stoop and his shoulders lifted a little. "Yeah, | remember. 
"| was wondering if | could take you up on it?" 

"Seriously?" 


David nodded. "Yeah, seriously. | don't know if you're free tonight but | get off at midnight." 


David didn't know why he'd made the date. As he moved from one rack to another, he mulled over what he'd 
done. Everyone hated Dave. Hated the way he followed David around. Hated the way he appeared to be nice to 
everyone. Hated how he claimed one thing but appeared to be a professional celebrity. They were the real 
people, those working the 4-5's and the graveyard shifts. To them, Dave was little more than a guy who'd 


gotten lucky. 


But there was something about the way he looked at David that tugged at his heartstrings. There was that 
lost look in his eyes and the way he gently asked for recommendations. It felt like he wasn't coming to the 
store to buy records but to find companionship among the people he wanted to be with. Even if it was only for 
a few moments once a week, it was feeding something in Dave's soul. 


Stashing his now empty cart back in the stock room, David grabbed his jacket and clocked out. Around him, his 
colleagues were checking their cell phones. With his pushed into the pocket of his too-tight jeans, David made 
his way to the front of the store. He waved to the security guard and stepped out into the coolness of the 
night. 


Above him, the store's neon sign quietly buzzed. People milled around. Some were waiting for the bus while 

others were customers that they'd just kicked out. While there was traffic going up and down the wide, four 
lane road, David could see no sign of anyone who'd come to pick him up. He was just about to make a left and 
head for his apartment when a red mini-van wheezed to a stop. The orange street lights picked out a figure 


sitting at the wheel. When they leaned over to open the door, David smiled and walked to the van. 

Climbing in, David looked at the shadowy figure in the driver's seat. 

"Look.. ermmm.." Dave clutched the wheel and stared straight ahead as he spoke. "I know you're note twenty- 
one and | don't want to run the risk of embarrassment for either of us. So | was wondering if you minded 


coming to mind for a drink?" 


David continued to look at Dave. The other man's shoulders were slumped and his head was down, his hair 


blending with the night. 


Something knotted in David's stomach. Could he go home with Dave? Would he be safe? Or would the older man 
try to do things to him? 


At the same time, David didn't want to let him down again. Cool loneliness rippled from Dave and David felt 
disgusted with himself for thinking that the singer wanted anything more than a few hours company. 


"Sure," David replied. "I'd like that. Thank you." 


The radio murmured as they drove from the city and in to the hills. David recognised the station as one of 
the local stations that played nothing but metal. It was about the only one left, the others having given in to 


commercial advertising and music. Anything to make a quick buck and metal didn't do that any more. 


David dared himself to softly ask the question, "If you like metal so much, why don't you play it?" 


Beside him, he felt Dave stiffen. "Because | could never write lyrics with that kind of intricacy." 
"Have you tried?" 


"Yeah. Yeah. | have." They fell silent for a moment before Dave added, "If you're going to start tearing in to my 


choice of what | play then I'm going to leave you to walk home." 


David could tell that the older man was joking and he smiled. "Well, don't be writing that Everlong shit and then 
bugging me for the latest Metallica, okay?" 


"Is a good song!" Dave playfully protested 
"Its stupid!" David shot back. 


"Okay, it's stupid. Most of my lyrics are. Its deliberate. People think I'm writing about Kurt so | give them 


something completely nonsensical and see how they interpret it” 

David nodded and leaned his head against the window. The breeze was warm and he could smell the trees as 
they wound up into the hills. Beneath them, he could see the lights of the city. He'd never been this far from 
where he lived His normal stomping grounds were Hollywood and Sunset. Everything beyond that was out of 
reach. 

"It's beautiful up here," he murmured. "So peaceful." 

"It is. I's why | moved up here." 


The silence fell over them again before David asked, "Why did you stay in LA?" 


"Because its where the music industry is. There's not a lot of it left back out east now. It's all here. Doesn't 


matter how far the internet reaches. If you want to be a part of the business, you have to live where it is." 
"Makes sense," David replied. "It's why | moved here." 
"Yeah?" 


He nodded. "Yeah. | was going to go to the Musician's Institute but | couldn't afford that and the rent. So | quit 


and went to work instead." 
"What do you play?" 
"Bass." 


"And you can't find a band to be a part of?" Dave asked. 


| can find tons of bands," David replied "Just none that are going places. | came here to play not to spend all 


my time in a garage." 


"Understood" There was a pause and David flicked his eyes to the older man Dave's eyes were on the road 


and his shoulders looked to be a little tight. "| might be able to hook you up. You know, if you want?" 


David smiled softly and something made him reach out and rest his hand against Dave's shoulder. "Only if you 


want to. You don't have to buy my company, Dave." 


‘| wasn-" Dave stopped and, in the darkness, David saw the older man give him a sideways glance. "Okay," he 


softly continued "Maybe | was. But I'm only trying to be nice." 

| know you are. And it's much appreciated. But you really don't have to. I'm happy to be here." 

"Doesn't always seem like that in the store." 

"I know," David softly said. He turned his attention back to the road and watched as darkened houses flickered 
by. They were bigger than anything he'd ever seen and gave him a brief glimpse in to how the other half, 
including Dave, lived. "I know and I'm sorry for that. The other guys, they like to wind me up because of it" 


"Really?" 


"Yeah." David nodded. "Yeah, they do. But | only want to be nice and you've been through a rough few months. 
Broken legs and losing your friend. Stuff like that is tough, especially if you're on your own" 


Dave's voice was a little harder as he asked, "How do you know I'm on my own?" 


"I can tell, Dave. If you weren't, you wouldn't have asked the twenty year old guy from the record store for a 
drink." 


The van became quiet once more and David lowered his eyes. He'd said something wrong and, in the process, 


hurt the other man. 

"No," Dave finally said, "you're right. | don't really have anyone. Never become famous, David. Never. Because 
everything is an illusion Everyone you thought were friends are just spirits in the night. People only want to 
hang out with you when you're having fun. When you're down, they don't want to know." 


lm not like that," David quietly replied. 


"| know. | can Tell" 


David didn't know what he was to expect at Dave's house but the size and space blew him away. Nestled up in 
the hills of Encino, the building overlooked the city. Lawns wrapped around it and trees kept prying eyes away. 


The inside of the house was as spacious as the outside and David took it all in. Pictures hung on white walls 
and stairs swept to the upper floor. A vase of flowers stood beside the front door and his feet echoed on the 
tiled floor. 


"Come on through," Dave said. "Do you want beer? Wine? Coffee?" 


"Beer's good." He paused to look at a framed photograph and a smile pulled at David's lips. It showed a much 
younger Dave standing at the front of a stage and taking in the crowd before him. The young man in the 
image looked so happy, so carefree. Unlike the one he was with now. 


Clutching an icy bottle of beer, David followed the older man through the house and to a small nook. There was 


a small couch and a couple of deep easy chairs. An acoustic guitar was propped against the arm of the couch. 


Perching on the edge of one of the chairs, David looked around himself. From his vantage point, he could see in 
to the main lounge. It was a room that was immaculately tidy, giving nothing away about who lived within it. In 
fact, there was a strange juxtaposition about the house. While there was the odd instrument and framed 
photograph, there really wasn't anything else that told the owner's story. David frowned. 


"There's not a lot of your life on show," he said. "I'd have expected more.” 


Dave sat on the couch closest to David. The bottle of beer dangled between his slightly hunched legs. His 


shoulders rose and fell as he signed and David resisted the urge to reach out and touch him. 


I'm newly divorced," Dave replied. "That's why the house feels like a show house. She moved out about three 


months ago and | haven't been in the mood to do anything with it" 


David felt his heart break and he got to his feet. He watched as Dave lifted his eyes, fear flitting through the 
endless pools. The older man thought that David was going to up and leave, unnerved by the revelation Instead, 
David sat on the couch and rested a hand in the small of Dave's back. He could never imagine seeing anyone 
get divorced, shattering apart lives that, a few years earlier, those involved thought would last forever. His 
own parents had been together since teenagers and, despite their arguments, they'd remained together. 


Hollywood was a different place when it came to relationships with them coming and going as quickly as the 


latest fad diet. 
‘lm sorry," he murmured. 


Dave looked up at him, waves of chocolate coloured hair falling into his eyes. He forced a small smile. "It's 


okay.” 


"No, it's not," David replied. "All you wanted was a friendly face and someone to talk to. Instead, we ridiculed 


you. I'm sorry for acting that way." 


David felt his heart beat a little faster as those dark eyes searched his own and a lump formed in his throat. 
There was a softness to Dave's expression and, when he leaned closer, David made no move to stop him. Soft 


lips brushed against his own in the gentlest of kisses and David gasped. 


It ended as quickly as it had begun. Dave stumbled to his feet, one hand covering his eyes as David watched on 


in shock. 
"| shouldn't have done that," the older man said. 


"Why?" Placing the bottle to one side, David got to his feet and stood before Dave. He could see the stress and 


shock that rode over the older man's face. 
"| just shouldn't." 


David gently took the other man's wrist and pulled his hand from his face. Pain flared through Dave's eyes and 
he tried to back away. 


"| didn't stop you," David softly said. "You did nothing wrong." 


Slipping his hand from Dave, David reached out and slid his fingers through the waves of the other man's hair. 
Strands as soft as feathers tickled over his skin and David gently drew Dave closer. Fear filled Dave's face and, 
for a moment, David studied him. So much pain, so much fear, all of it wrapped up inside of one person who, 
on the outside, was the epitome of cool. Cool and collected and a barrel of laughs; that's how everyone saw 
Dave. But behind closed doors, he was a different person. Lonely and world-weary and in need of someone to be 


there, if only for a night. 


Keeping his eyes on Dave, David gently returned the kiss. He purred softly and stroked the other man's head, 
encouraging him to relax. Slowly the panic that had brewed in Dave's eyes began to melt away and David slowly 


walked him back to the couch. 


Without breaking the kiss, David sat the other man down and carefully straddled his lap. Every movement was 
slow and calculated, David hopeful that the other man wouldn't flinch and run. When large, strong hands came 
to rest in the small of his back, David smiled against the singer's lips. 


‘lm not going to stop you," he murmured once more. "I'm not going to push you away. Let me take care of 


you for a while" 


Their kiss deepened and David moaned softly as he pressed himself closer. Beneath him, he could feel the other 
man awakening. His own cock twitched in his too-tight jeans and he tightened his hands in Dave's hair. The air 
around them was heavy and hot with their sudden explosion of lust. Gently David tugged at Dave's lips, his 


teeth ripping at the soft, supple skin. 


"Take me to bed," he said. 


David woke to sun streaming through the bedroom window. His body ached in a delicious way and his tanned 
skin was marked with scratches and bites. A strong arm was wrapped around his waist and warm breath and 
a scratchy beard tickled his back. When he went to move, Dave just tightened his arm and murmured. Smiling, 


David rolled over and looked at the sleeping man beside him. 
Dave looked far more peaceful than he had done the previous night. It was as though something had drained 
from him and been taken by the night, never to be seen again Even if they never saw one another again, Dave 


was a changed man, one whose life was ready to begin again 


Pulling the sheets up and around them, David pressed kisses to the older man's chin. His own fears had melted 


away. In Dave's arms, he'd found his own peace, a sanctuary away from the soul-grinding crunch of the city. 
Dark eyes slowly opened and closed and Dave quietly said, "Don't go. Not yet” 


‘lm not going," David quietly replied "Not now. Not ever." 


